Not that I am afraid of being there,

In the little green orchard;
Why, when the moon's been bright.
Shedding her lonesome light,
And moths like ghosties come,
And the horned snail leaves home:
I've sat there, whispering and listening there,
In the little green orchard;

Only it's strange to be feeling there,

In the little green orchard;
Whether you paint or draw,
Dig, hammer, chop, or saw;
When you are most alone,
All but the silence gone . . .
Some one is waiting and watching there,
In the little green orchard.

THE   VOICE
As I sat in the gloaming
I heard a voice say,
Weep no more, sigh no more;
Come, come away I
It was dusk at the window;
From down in the street
No rumble of carts came,
No passing of feet.
I sat very still,
Too frightened to play;
And again the voice called me,
Little boy, come away 1